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Summary: Brianne Grimes - younger sister of Rick Grimes and almost fiancee of Shane Walsh- is seperated from said almost fiancee before the outbreak begins. During her time away, she crosses paths with the Dixon brothers. They're polar opposites in every way but Brianne trusts him. What will happen when the Dixons and Brianne arrive at the quarry? And just how serious will things get?





	1. Leaving Shane

As soon as the phone rang Brianne Grimes – _soon to be Walsh_- knew exactly who it was. And when Shane slid out of bed and walked into the living room of his little house, sliding the pocket doors that lead into their bedroom shut behind him, she knew somehow… Lori Grimes was always going to come before her. Her brother's wife was always going to be higher on the priority list of Shane Walsh than his own damn fiancee.

"I cannot live like this anymore." she mumbled to herself as she rolled over so he wouldn't know she'd been awake, she'd heard him answer the phone and leave her lying in bed just to go talk Lori through whatever crisis she thought she needed his help right that second with. She didn't want to fight with him.

She was done fighting.

Apparently, she was the only one who thought that what they could have if he'd stop chasing around her brother Rick's wife was worth fighting for. If he wasn't going to fight for them then Brianne wasn't going to anymore, either.

By the time he'd slid back into bed and his alarm went off again, she'd made up her mind… She was leaving him today.

She was getting out of this situation now before she totally lost the will to do it or she convinced herself a fourth time that he'd change.

He wasn't going to change, not now, not ever.

Brianne acted normally, as if nothing at all were wrong until Shane left for work. She didn't want him getting a heads up. She wanted to hurt him like the way he put Lori before anyone else had been killing her silently for a while now.

Once Shane was gone to the station, Brianne began to pack. Her sister in law called at least 9 times. Brianne didn't answer. She had nothing to say to Lori that Lori wanted to hear her say and Brianne was going to have class about the situation as it stood.

She wasn't going to be catty or bitter; she wasn't going to blame Lori for something Shane probably initiated on his own but Lori stupidly went along with because she was a weak woman.

Shane had always had this one tracked mind where Lori was concerned. Brianne knew the man she loved with all her heart to know that. Loving him was becoming too toxic for her though.

She'd just finished packing her things when she came across the red silk nightie that Shane bought for her. She grumbled and left it draped across the foot post of the wrought iron bed frame.

She didn't think that leaving him was going to hurt like hell but then as she stood there looking around, realizing just how final this was, how she was really doing this, how this part of her life was over… The tears came fast and uncontrollably.

She took that red lipstick he loved so much and she scrawled the word Goodbye on the bedroom mirror. The sun reflected off of the 22 necklace she hadn't taken off since the night he'd given it to her almost 3 years ago. She sighed and quietly, she slipped it off, put it on top of the dresser.

After one last look behind her, she stepped out of the little house he was living in and she locked the door behind her. She got into her Eclipse and she drove away. Her sister in law Lori called her just as she turned on the radio and heard the emergency broadcast alert.

Brianne ignored the call and turned the radio up, her jaw dropping as the radio deejay told listeners how to proceed, where to go and what was going to happen. In less than 8 hours, they were going to evacuate Georgia. Anyone who remained behind was going to die.

Her grip tightened on the wheel.

Shane got home from work early, he'd left so that he could get Brianne and they could get the hell out of town. He stepped into the little house he'd been renting. Normally, there would be the tantalizing smell of something cooking, the radio would be on a local pop station she liked that he hated and she'd be greeting him at the door with a kiss and a beer.

That day all that greeted him was an unnatural silence. "Brie?"

He walked through the house, looking in every room. He'd told himself that maybe she'd just gone to her apartment to pack more things she'd need when they all had to evacuate, but when he opened the bedroom door, the first thing he saw was the word Goodbye. It was scrawled on the bedroom mirror in that bright red lipstick that he loved on her.

It hit him like a ton of bricks. But when it really started to sink in was when he found the 22 necklace and the lingerie he bought for her. They'd broken up before but every single time before, she hadn't given the 22 necklace and the things he'd bought her back. He'd had something to hope for those times.

This time, from the looks of it, he didn't.

He picked up his cell phone and dialed her number.

The call failed.

His stomach sank.

She was out there somewhere, all alone, and now, it was hitting him… he loved her. He needed her. He'd really made a fucking mess of everything.

He tried to call her again, this time, the call went through but he got voicemail.

"C'mon, Brie, pick up yer god damn phone, baby." he mumbled over and over to himself as he went around, packing the things he was going to need into bags.

Maybe she was at her apartment.

He jumped into his Bronco and took off for the side of town Brianne lived in and when he got there, her car wasn't parked in the parking lot of the apartment complex. He called Lori, hoping that maybe she'd talked to him.

"Lori, have you talked ta Brie today? We gotta leave… I can't find 'er."

"I've been trying to call her all day, Shane… Did you guys fight again?"

"No, hell, I thought everythang was fine." Shane said as he began to realize that the world was about to end possibly, they weren't together and he had no idea where she might be. Then it hit him… She'd been distancing from him a little more at a time lately.

He'd been getting closer to Lori, Rick's wife… he'd been trying to help the woman get on her feet again… But then he thought back over everything and it hit him… Whenever Lori needed him, he'd drop any and everything to rush to her.

He'd never done that for Brianne, he'd never once stopped to consider what he was doing to their relationship as a result.

Now, he didn't have to make any decisions, Brianne was obviously done fighting for what they had.

Shane was just now realizing what they had and what he was losing.

His stomach churned bitterly and he told Lori quietly, "I'm on my way to ya. Have Carl ready when I get there.. We gotta go."

"Brianne.. Did you find her?"

"I'm gonna keep lookin. Just be ready to go when I get there."

"I'll try to call her again, Shane."

"I'm gonna try again too."

He dialed Brianne's number again.

Brianne stared at the cell phone in her console. She almost didn't answer, but she knew he'd worry and she didn't want that.

"What do you want, Shane?"

"Baby, where the hell are you?"

"Getting onto the interstate. I'm leaving town, the evacuation, remember?"

"Come back. Go with me."

"Why don't you take the one you really love with you, Shane? Let's be honest for once… I'm an expendable. I'm a toy for you. Whenever Lori snubs you, Shane, you turn to me. See, I thought you'd change. I told myself you loved me, you were just helping her. But I'm done being stupid, Shane. Just go, okay? I'm a big girl, I can take care of myself."

Before he could try to convince her to come to him, to leave town with him and Lori and Carl, he got a dialtone.

She'd hung up on him. Punching the wheel, he started the drive to Lori Grimes house. His stomach sank and churned when he realized that Brianne's car wasn't sitting in the driveway at Lori's house either.

He couldn't just leave her, damn it… But he had to get Carl and Lori to safety.


	2. Meeting Daryl & Merle

1 Week Later

The smoke boiled from beneath the hood of her Eclipse and Brianne groaned. She'd been trying to find a back way out of Georgia for almost 8 days, she was working on the second week by that point and every one she'd thought of taking was clogged with abandoned cars.

When things went to hell in Georgia, they went to hell in a definite hurry. Communications were gone now, so she couldn't even know for sure that Shane or her sister in law or even her brother Rick and nephew Carl were still alive and well. They'd napalmed Atlanta, Brianne was in some little backwater town about 4 hours away, when it happened, she'd been trying to find a back way out... After she realized that the evacuation thing was a trick to lure people in to their deaths, she'd done what quite a few others in line with her had done and made for the first exit they could find just as the gunfire started in the line ahead.

She'd been roughing it for 8 days now, this was the start of her second week. And apparently, she was going to lose her car. Which was not a good thing. Because without it, she was exposed to possible Walker attack, she happened to be travelling alone and she'd been sleeping in the damn car every night since her failed attempt at getting the hell away from Georgia.

"Fuck. Well this is just great." Brianne grumbled as she sat there for a minute, debating on whether to stay with the car or try and get one of the abandoned ones scattered sporadically on the road around her operational.

She'd just stepped out after popping the hood on her car when the motorcycle made it's way around the bend. She tried to flag down the driver, but the motorcycle kept going. She swore at the back end of the motorcycle as it rode off and disappeared from view and punching the car she looked around.

No walkers in sight… Yet. But they were around, she'd had a close call with a small herd of 3 the day before, barely gotten out of that one alive, thank God for the stiletto in her damn suitcase otherwise she might not have gotten out alive.

She moved to sit back in her car while she tried to come up with her next move but the primer gray truck came around the bend and Brianne decided to try something drastic. She took off the tank top she'd been wearing and began jumping up and down, waving the brightly colored fabric.

The truck backtracked and idled beside her and the driver side window came down. "The fuck are ya doin, woman?"

"I just need a lift to anywhere… I don't care as long as it's the fuck out of here."

"Ain't nowhere safe anymore, woman. Anybody ever tell ya yer not real bright, takin a ride from a stranger?"

" Look, can I get a lift or not? I have no more ammo, my car's shot to shit… Starting to think that I should maybe just turn on my radio and sit here and wait on the fucking things to come and eat me."

Daryl eyed the brunette and then said warily, "Get in. Gonna take ya back to where my brother and me been stayin."

Brianne grabbed the basic necessities and hurried to the truck, getting in on the passenger side. The drive to the little cabin was quiet, kind of awkward. When they got out, the older man, Merle Dixon, called out from the porch, "What the fuck are you thinkin, brother? We ain't got enough food for another mouth. Even if it is a pretty one." as he glared openly at his brother Daryl.

"Yeah, well I wasn't gon leave 'er on the side a the road, either."

"You and yer fuckin conscience boy, weak and fuckin stupid. Get yer asses inside. Got a mess o' fish cookin. If yer gon travel with us, girlie, yer gon earn yer keep. I expect the place ta be cleant and kept up, food to be cooked."

Brianne started to tell the man where to shove his 1950's barefoot and pregnant mentality but then she remembered her current predicament… and these two men were the first people she'd seen alive in literally 8 days.. Frankly, by now, she was just happy she'd managed to survive this damn long and that she wasn't the only one who'd apparently survived and managed to avoid the parts of Georgia that had been napalmed and gunned down or were being patrolled or were heavily riddled with Walkers.

Safety was in numbers and if she stuck this out wiith these two men, she was one hell of a lot safer than she'd be if she were going it alone.

Instead of the rant she wanted to give the man, she simply nodded her head. To get along she was going to have to go along apparently.

The older man eyed her, he almost seemed to sense that she wanted to go off on him, so it clearly surprised him when she didn't.

"Smart girl. Yer gon start tomorrow. Got clothes that need washin."

"Merle, don't be a god damn asshole."

"Daryl, if yer gon bring home every damn stray ya find, we're gon have some damn form o' rules round this place."

"Yer not the fuckin leader." Daryl glared at his brother. He was now officially wishing he had not picked up the curvy brunette hitch hiker. Merle was clearly going to be an asshole. It shouldn't surprise him, really.

Merle grabbed himself a beer and then said calmly, "We're gon have to move on pretty quick though. Saw some walkers down by that crick behind here. Another few days they're gon be right up in this damn cabin with us."

"Has anyone heard of anywhere that's left safe?" Brianne asked. Both men looked at her as if she'd lost her mind and Merle began to laugh. Then he looked at her and said "Oh.. Sugar titties is serious."

"There ain't nowhere safe no more, girl… or have ya been hidin under a damn rock?" Merle asked a few seconds later as Daryl glared at his brother and then said calmly, "There was supposed ta be some survivor camp at a quarry outta town about two hours. Reckon we'll wind up makin our way there."

"Sooner or later, brother." Merle answered dismissively as he pointed out, "Ain't raided all the real estate in that little town a few minutes from here yet. Don't wanna miss the good shit."

Daryl grumbled and then said to Brianne, "There's a loft ya kin sleep in." as he started to walk towards the woods. This left Brianne alone with Merle. Merle eyed the girl and then assessed in a bored tone, "He musta been sweet on ya, sugar titties. I seen him pass up about 3 other hitch hikers one time… was before all this shit started, but still. My little brother don't bring home strays. Best not make 'im regret it, either."

"You do realize you're an asshole, right?"

"And she speaks."

"And my name is not sugar titties. Or hon. Or baby. It's Brianne Grimes."

"Merle Dixon. The grumpy asshole that brought ya out here, he's my brother Daryl. I wouldn't go getting too attached though. He ain't real fond of people, sugar titties. Now me on the other hand.."

"I'm going inside. Keep your distance. We clear? I'll cook and clean shit up, Merle Dixon but I'll die a thousand slow and painful deaths before I ever even think about getting into bed with you."

"But you ain't ruled it out with my brother, have ya?"

"Fuck you, Merle." Brianne answered as she vanished into the house, climbed into the loft over the living room below and tried to get herself a little sleep.

Tomorrow she'd start planning her next move.

She was beginning to question the sanity in her decision in taking the ride with Daryl earlier. How was she going to stick around the two without slitting Merle's throat in his sleep?

She'd only thought Shane could be a pig sometimes… Merle was a genuine asshole. And it didn't seem to bother him at all.

"Whoever winds up with that man is getting a real piece of work, let me tell ya." Brianne grumbled as she rolled over in the bed and shoved her head beneath a pillow, tried to force herself to get sleep.

She was going to have to, just in case she decided she couldn't take it and she needed to leave this place in a hurry. Because she'd only been here ten minutes and already, she was ready to choke Merle Dixon out.

_But you're alive… And you're not trapped spending the apocalypse watching your fiancee chasing your sister in law's ass. Those are the important things, right? _Her brain insisted that over and over.

Maybe if she said it enough through all this, she'd begin to believe it. She was better off without Shane Walsh.

* * *

><p><strong>Story is set BEFORE days gone bye.. It's sort of a precursor to the Dixon brothers winding up at quarry camp. I'm sort of giving them their own timeline pre Walking Dead and tweaking events in the series. Yes, my OC was almost going to marry Shane and yes, she's Rick's little sister. No, she's not going to be paired with Merle. She'll be paired with Daryl. I cannot wait to write the scenes for her showing up at quarry camp with Shane but there are still at least two more ones I want to write before that ever happens.. <strong>

**I apologize if anyone is OOC. I'm really trying.**

**Thanks for reading!**


	3. Tension & Worry

4 Days Later

* * *

><p>The scent of food was probably what drew him out of his bed. With a brow raised, he sat up and stretched. Merle never cooked this early. He never even rolled over this early, to be perfectly honest. He'd hunted the night before, so normally, he wouldn't wake up until later in the morning.<p>

The sun was barely rising, for God's sake.

Daryl slid off the couch and slipped the green thermal shirt on, made his way into the kitchen, all the while grumbling to himself about how he hoped the 'princess' he picked up on his way back from the supply restock a few days before had been 'comfortable' in his damned bed.

She was humming and sliding around the kitchen… In this little blinding hot pink thing that truth be told was kind of sheer. The pink silk robe she had on over it wasn't much more opaque either. It hit about just above mid thigh and it sort of showcased legs that looked like they belonged on some ballerina or something; they didn't seem to quit.

From behind him, Merle chuckled and nodding to the kitchen he mused quietly to his brother, "I think I kin get used ta this, brother. You mighta done us a good thang, bringin 'er back earlier in the week."

"Asshole." Daryl grumbled, eying his brother as he said firmly, "Bought 'er back for safety. Not fer ya to try n nail 'er. We clear? Attachments, Merle… Remember the rule about that kinda thang?"

"I ain't the one who's standin 'ere gapin like an ass at her now am I? I seen strippers with a better figure 'n hers." Merle shrugged it off, smirking as he added to his brother, "But it's always fun, brother, getting yer goat."

"Fuck you." Daryl snapped, clearing his throat as he spoke up to the leggy brunette who was using the little 2 eye gas camp cooker to make breakfast currently, "Don't ya own any actual fuckin clothes, woman?"

Brianne froze in her tracks and Merle started to howl with laughter. If it weren't obvious before that his brother had something stuck up his craw about the petite brunette, it was kind of blatantly obvious now.

"I thought you two were gone and coming back…" Brianne muttered, her skin heating up under the very steady and intense; slightly angry gaze of Daryl Dixon. She tied the robe shut and dragged her fingers through long and thick dark brown hair, looking back and forth at the two men. After a cough and a very long and awkward pause in which she realized that his eyes weren't just this deep forest green color, they had hints of brown in them too, she finally managed to mutter quietly, "I, umm… There's pancakes."

She hastily retreated to the bathroom of the small cabin, the door echoing as it banged shut behind her.

"Done scart 'er, brother." Merle took a bite of the pancakes and groaned as the food hit his mouth. "Kinda surprised. Didn't think sugar titties was gon be able ta actually cook."

Daryl glared at Merle and then took a stack of the remaining pancakes for himself. He groaned when the food hit his mouth and then shrugged quickly, pretending as if the knowledge that the third in their little 'group' could cook wasn't actually a big deal… Truth told, his mind went back to their mother… Before she got heavily dependent on the alcohol kept at the ready in the Dixon house just to escape the pain of their abusive father and her abusive husband.

The pancakes he was eating now tasted similar to the pancakes his mother made before everything went to hell in the house even worse than it had been all along. It must have made Merle think the same because he coughed and then said quietly, "Gon head out now. Got a lot of shit to do today."

"Me too." Daryl muttered after he finished shoveling down the food on the plate, throwing it into the garbage can.

He walked to the bathroom door, knocked and called out through the other side, "Gon go fishin."

Brianne opened the door a crack and peered out at Daryl. "And I'll be here… Hey, if we need gas for the generator.. My car had a full tank when it went to shit… And I had a gas jug in the back."

"I'll, umm.. I'll talk ta Merle about it later." Daryl coughed, the memory of the little pink thing she'd been wearing when he woke up and walked into the kitchen was pretty much burned into his eyes and his mind.

He was going to have to find the coldest creek water around to get rid of the affects. And even that probably was not going to work, either. He swore to himself as he hurried off in the direction of the nearby creek.

He was seriously beginning to wonder about bringing the woman back to the cabin he and Merle had commandeered for the duration, however long that might be… Because she was playing hell on his mind, being around like she was.

* * *

><p>The truck rolled into camp and like usual, Shane asked the driver the same question he'd been asking everyone who found the signs he'd put up leading people to the quarry they'd turned into a campground.<p>

He took the picture of Brianne out of his wallet and asked the guy driving, a Dale Horvath, "Have you seen this girl? She's my fiancee and we got seperated durin the evacuation. She woulda been drivin a black Eclipse, one of those cars with the sunroof. Had a pink monogram sticker in the back glass… Please tell me you seen 'er."

"Haven't seen her, sir… But I passed that car about 2 or three hours back, on the side of the road.. Nobody was in it." Dale eyed the man with a sympathetic look and then said quietly, "I can take you to it… When I get my rig settled."

"Thank ya sir." Shane told the man, though his stomach sank worse than ever before, -worse than the pregnancy scare he and Brianne had about a year ago when he told her he didn't want kids and she walked out for almost 2 months- and he just got this feeling… If Brianne hadn't been with her car when Dale Horvath passed it on the way into their quarry campground, then Brianne just might not be alive anymore.

Lori rubbed his shoulders from behind as she asked quietly, "Well? Anything?"

"That guy, he umm… He saw her car on the way into here."

"She wasn't with her car?"

"Not goin by what Mr. Horvath said, Lori." Shane took a few deep breaths, swinging and punching the hood of his Bronco.

Dale Horvath walked over and Lori asked him, "When you passed my sister in law's car… There weren't any… you know.."

"There weren't any walkers. Got out and looked inside, didn't look like there had been any kind of struggle, either. But the hood was popped, so maybe she had car trouble and got a ride?"

"So she might still be alive?"

"Possibly. If she is, she'll turn up." Dale tried to encourage the dark haired woman as Lori explained, "My husband, he's in a coma right now… If he were to wake up and find out that his younger sister was out there, lost or bit… It would kill him."

"That young man I spoke to when I pulled in here seemed pretty shaken up about it himself."

"They'd had a big fight that day. It wasn't unusual for them." Lori set the record straight quickly.

Dale eyed the brunette a moment and then said "I promised that man I'd take him back to the car." as he set off to find Shane Walsh again. The two of them set off for the place that Dale had seen Brianne's car last….

Lori prayed to herself silently, they had to have gotten Rick out of the hospital nearby safely. They'd promised. He had to be alive. Every wrong thing she'd ever fought with him about before was coming back now to haunt her. Shane was supposed to go by the hospital, see if he could get inside the building and try to see if Rick had made it out when the helicopters were evacuating the patients who remained in CCU, ICU or the trauma facilities to safety.

Rick couldn't be dead.

She didn't know how she'd go on if he were dead.

* * *

><p>Shane and Dale stood in the middle of the road where Dale claimed to have seen Brianne's car. It was gone now, not even a sign it had been there.<p>

"And yer sure ya saw it."

"I'm sure."

"Maybe she fixed it."

"Or maybe somebody come through and stole it." Shane replied grimly, shaking off the further churning of his stomach. He didn't want to think about how badly he messed up, how their last 'non fight' drove her to finally walk away and possibly straight into danger.

"Grass ain't always greener on the other side of the fence." he mumbled to himself through a tightly set jaw as he got back into his Bronco with Dale and the one or two others who'd come along, heading towards the hospital.

After what he'd just discovered here, he suddenly wasn't optimistic about what he'd find out at the hospital.

* * *

><p><strong>Story is starting BEFORE days gone bye.. It's sort of a precursor to the Dixon brothers winding up at quarry camp. I'm sort of giving them their own timeline pre Walking Dead and tweaking events in the series. Yes, my OC was almost going to marry Shane and yes, she's Rick's little sister. No, she's not going to be paired with Merle. She'll be paired with Daryl. I cannot wait to write the scenes for her showing up at quarry camp with Shane but there are still at least two more ones I want to write before that ever happens.. <strong>

**Oh wow, I have a reviewer! And 4 favorites & 7 followers! I'm so thrilled right now you have no idea.**

**Obviously, this chapter was sort of a mixed bag for me... On the one hand, got to put in a bit of Daryl's past and hint that maybe things weren't always bad (sorry, I just really really love Daryl and I wanted him to have a few small happy memories, maybe things went to shit when he got much older, right before his mother finally died, not to mention, he seems to only remember his father in the worst way possible, he never really thinks of his mother so...) and play on developing sexual tension between Brianne and Daryl... But on the other, I had to sort of delve into how Lori and Shane are dealing (aside from the sleeping with each other thing and yes, that will be coming into play, trust me, cannot have the majority of my story without all that drama) and sort of gradually bring in more members of the finalized quarry campground group.**

**I'm thinking that Dale and Shane started out 'okay' with each other,however, maybe Dale caught onto Shane's coveting thy friends wife ways and this quickly sort of made him wary of Shane and his intent, thus leading up to what lies ahead in the next season.. **

**I'm just having fun going back and then moving forward, to be honest. Not a lot is known about events before day 60+. This is me taking a stab at the dark and seeing what I come up with and how it'll affect the future of the series.**


End file.
